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air was scented with frangipani and the evening
was superlatively calm. The huts were a little
village in themselves. I noticed a rotund, com-
placent Chinaman seated on a doorstep^ under a
petrol-lamp.
"He's the proprietor of the opium-shop," said
the captain. "Its the local rendezvous."
We passed through a plantation of pomegranates
and papayas and suddenly came upon a pleasantly-
designed wooden building with an ornamental
Chinese garden in front of it. Two lanterns illu-
minated the courtyard. The captain called out a
greeting in Dutch and a moment later a white man
appeared, a very tall, stout person whose long
silky hair gleamed in the lamplight. A singlet
and sarong clad his stalwart form. His jovial eyes
glistened with pleasure. He and the captain
embraced each other good-humouredly.
"Bruder, I'm glad to see you. My schnapps is
finished some days," the tall man said as he eyed
me with surprise.
"I've brought a visitor, Pietr," said the captain,
introducing me formally and adding, "Pietr
Cornelius is King of the Island Gipsies."
"I am most pleased to meet you, mynheer," said
Pietr Cornelius without shaking hands. "But I
am not King of the gipsies. That is my goot
friend's leetle joke."
He bellowed with laughter. A Chinese servant,
a saturnine individual with a scarred face, brought
forward rattan chairs and we sat down on the
dais-like entrance to the dwelling. From where I